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The Photo shoot 


Author's Notes: 
So | decided to make chapters for this fic! It\'s my first time doing so, so | hope it goes well. 


Another long day of photo shooting. Normally I'd be happy about this; happy to show off my tall, muscular tan 
body. Yes, l'm Richie Sambora and | have the right to brag about my good looks. | can't count the ways | tried 


in keeping myself in shape, the ideas were endless. 


Today though, l'm not in the mood. Not feeling up to dealing with the shit the camera man has to say, not 
feeling up to standin’ around for hours, posing fifty million ways. Right now, all | wanna do is go back to bed and 
sleep for another good five hours. Our last few days have been tiring, I've hardly gotten any sleep with the 
number of hours me and Jon stayed up writing lyrics for our upcoming new album: Crush. He fucking works 
me too damn hard, | thought to myself as | walked into the studio building. | smiled at the lady behind the desk, 
winking at her as | walked by. My charm is still a killer; a smile, wink, even a little wave can send them into an 
emotional needy spiral. Its a joyful feeling, to be wanted by so many. Some think it's a hassle, a pain to deal 
with. | on the other hand relish in it, enjoy every bit of what it brings. People call me a true lady's man. Who 
am | to argue with that? 


Lost in thought, | made my way to the photo shoot room, pleased to see that | wasn't fashionably late: David 
and Tico haven't arrived yet. Jon was in the middle of his photo shoot. They had him facing away from the 
camera: hand in one of his back jeans pocket and his head tilted so that he looking behind himself. His hair blew 
every-which-way due to the powerful force of the fan. The way Jon posed made him look like a professional 


model. For fucks sake, he did it so effortlessly! 


“Alright that's good Jon!" The camera man announced. "Now get up on that table over there!" | watched Jon 


obey him and watched as he got on the table, leaning back on his hands: one leg up, the other leg down 


"Okay good! Richie you come over and lean over him. That'd make a great shot for the magazine!" Did | just 
fucking hear him right? He wants me to fucking lean over him on the table? | must be dreaming! Keeping these 
thoughts to myself, | made my way over to Jon, pushed myself up lightly on the table and placed my hands on 
either side of him. Leaning forward, | felt my stomach brush Jon's waist, our groins barely touched, but still 
managed to send electric currents down to my growing erection. Oh God Sambora not now! Get ahold of 


yourself! 


"Okay good, now look at the camera! That's it, okay now look at each other!" As soon as | looked at Jon, the 
spark of desire boiled again. His deep blue eyes were so mesmerizing. | could stare into them all day and not 
get bored. Goddammit Rich, what the hell is the matter with ya?! Jon's your best friend, not your fucking 

lover! | shook myself inwardly, and concentrated on the photo shoot, relieved when the camera man got his 


"winning" shot of the two of us. 


"Okay, great picture! Now Richie | want you over here sitting on the couch. Spread your legs a little, that's it! 
Now clasp your hands together and rest your arms on your legs. Now look at the camera with a serious 


expression. Perfect!" 


The rest of it went pretty much like that; the man barking orders, me wanting it to be done and over. Time 
after time I'd glance over at Jon to see what he'd be doing, most of the time he was stuffing his face with 
desert treats. How he eats so many calories 24-1 and still manages to stay thin was beyond my understanding. 
| envy him for that. After what seemed like an internity, the man finally had all the pictures he wanted and | 


was free to go. 


"What a day!" Jon exclaimed when | walked over to him. "I though I'd never be done with my photo shoot 
session | swear, the only reason that guy took twenty pictures of me facing away from the camera was so he 


could stare at my ass the whole time!" 


"Ha well ya gotta nice ass, so who could blame him?" Fuck, did | really just say that? | could see that he was 
blushing at my random compliment and he suddenly looked really nervous by the way he kept looking down and 
figeting with his shirt buttons. Way to make this moment awkward Sambora, | swear ya can be so stupid some 


times. 


"Well Rich, | gotta go. I'm suppose to meet with our manager today about the album release. And ya better go 


home and get some more rest, ya look like shit!" 


"Yeah tell me about it," | muttered back as he walked away, soon his figure was out of my sight. Well ya 
managed to make him extremely uncomfortable and nervous, hope you're proud of yourself! | cursed to 
myself. | didn't know what came over me, its not like | meant to say that out loud. And what the hell does it 
mean anyways, that comment. And what about the fact that | was practically sporting a boner during our 
photo shoot! Am | falling for Jon? Nah, that's ridiculous! But as | walked out of the building and into my shiny 


black Lamborghini, | was dreading the fact that | was starting to doubt my own reasoning. 


Suspicion Of Interest 


Richie's words layed heavily on my mind. "Ha well ya gotta nice ass, so who could blame him" replayed over and 
over again, like on a never ending recording. How in the world would | be able to be around him again after our 
sudden awkwardness back at the photo shoot studio? Why did he say that to me? Does he like me more than 
a best friend? More than like a brother? These questions and more traveled with me all the way to our 
manager Dave Davis's office building. | could hardly focus on anything as | made my way to his office, nearly 
killed myself tripping on a chair that was in my path. 


"Okay get your shit together," | muttered to myself as | walked into Dave's room. 
"Jonny my boy! It's good to see yal" 


"Good to see you too Davel" We hugged for a brief moment before sitting down; him behind his desk, me 
sitting on the opposite side. 


"So you're here to talk about the new album huh?" 
"Yeah, | think this one could be a big hit" Damn, it better be. 
"Well Jon, | couldn't agree more! Let's get right down to business then" 


Hours went by going over all the songs, picking which one should be the featured track. It turned out to be the 
one me and the boys had wanted earlier: H's My Life. Finally finished, we shook hands and | was on my way to 


going home. 


The drive home was long, at least it was to me. | dreaded seeing Richie again, dreaded having the face him 
after what he had said to me. | didn't know how to take it then, and | sure as hell don't know how to take it 
now. At least | don't have to see him until tomorrow, | thought. | can take the rest of the day to think about 
what | should do. | shouldn't really let it bother me, but something about the way Richie looked at me as he 
said that shook every nerve in my body. It's like his words had a deeper meaning, and that thought unsettled 


me. 


Relieved to see my house in view, | took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Ya just need to relax Jon! You're 
thinkin’ about this way too much. Parking the car in my driveway, | made my way up the steep steps to my 
porch, unlocking the front door with ease and entering my huge million dollar home. Sighing, | came to the 
conclusion of the one thing that could settle my nerves: a nice hot bath. 


Entering the bathroom, | filled up the jacuzzi tub, unclothed myself and got in. Feeling the warm water 
surround me put me in a state of pure happiness, every tense muscle on my body relaxed. Maybe l'm just 
overreacting, | mean Richie was just pointing out a known fact. Everyone knows | have a nice ass. But damn, 
there was somethin’ about the way he looked at me! And that photo shoot, | could've swore he was tryin’ to 


control somethin’. An urge maybe? Nah, that's silly. He does have nice eyes though, deep brown eyes that 
show off warmth and security. And his body, couldn't help but admire it as he leaned over me. As my mind 
wandered, my hands lowered and soon were wrapped around my growing erection My mind instantly left all 
senses behind. All | could think about was Richie, he was all | could focus on My hands sped up their rhythm 
as | imagined Richie kissing me; his lips on my mouth, neck, chest, everywhere. | craved it, dying to know what 
it would feel like to have his warm moist mouth engulf my eager cock. | moaned as my orgasm erupted, cum 
spurted into the luke warm water. | layed there silently for a moment, relishing the lasting effects of my 


orgasm. Then my mind registered my actions and my breaths hyperventilated once again 


"Oh fuck!" | said out loud, my body began to shake. What the fuck did | just do?! Masturbating to thoughts 
about Richie? Am | outta my damn fucking mind?! Oh God, what is happinin'’? This cannot be happinin’, | cannot 
have feelings like this for Richie! Not now, not ever! You're losin’ it Bon Jovi, losin’ it! Ya just need some sleep, 


just sleep it off, you're not in you're right mind, been stayin’ up too late, that's all. 


Muttering these things to myself, | got out of the tub and dried myself off, not bothering to blow dry my 
hair as | walked out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. Collapsing on the bed, | looked up with dull eyes at 
the ceiling, trying to comprend what just happened, trying to reason with it, but no luck came my way. So | 
tried the only other possible option left: comfort myself. 


"| don't like Richie that way," | said convincingly over and over again until | drifted into a long lasting slumber. 


Moments Of Silence 


The sun shone through my windows, brightening up the world around me. | squinted my eyes against the light, 
yawning hugely. Sitting up on the bed, | stretched my arms out, arching my back, pleased to hear it crack in all 
the places that needed it. 


Looking at the clock, | immediately bolted out of bed, already in a frantic state. It was 10:00 AM and | should 


shivers down my spine. How could | face him after what | said?! He probably thinks I'm some sort of nut! And 
a creeper, definitely a creeper. And he should, | told him he had a nice ass, which coming from an older guy 


like myself, would be creepy. Especially knowing Jon for as long as | have, never before had | said something so 


what | said, | wasn't thinkin’ straight! Ahhh shit, can't say that either, he'll think you're insulting him by saying 


his ass ain't nice! 


Pondering my options, | hurriedly got dressed, ran out to my car, jumped in and began driving to my 

destination: Jon's house. | arrived at 10:45 AM. Shit, forty five minutes late. Ringing the doorbell, | nervously 
shuffled my feet, dreading the moment I'd see Jon. Sure enough, it was Jon who answered the door. His face 
showed pure shock, as if he didn't know | was coming over. He also showed slight nervousness as he stepped 


out of my way to let me in. Well he should be nervous of ya Sambora, he knows you're hittin’ on him! 
"The guys are in the living room," he mumbled as he walked silently past me, towards the kitchen. Damn it 
Sambora, he can't even look at ya now! You've really fucked things up this time! Trying to put my troubling 
thoughts aside, | made my way to the living room. 


"Well it's about damn time ya showed up!" 


"Ah shut the hell up David, | slept in too late alright?" | sat lazily on the chair across from where all the guys 
sat on the couch. | felt like | was on the spotlight, and in this moment, | wasn't enjoying it. 


"No need to get all defensive Mr. Grouchypants!" Tico snickered, before shouldering David with a laugh. 

"You guys behavin' in here?" Jon asked, appearing from the kitchen, juggling four Coke cans in his hands. God, 
he looks so beautiful, the way his hair is sticking out every-which-way. Wait a minute, what the fuck are ya 
doin’ Sambora?! Get your shit together man! Without even a glance my way, Jon handed me one of the Coke 
cans and then went to sit beside David and Tico, handing them their drinks as well. 

"So Richie, while you decided to play hooky for the last forty five minutes or so, we actually got some work 


done," David announced before taking a big gulp of his Coke. | rolled my eyes in response. Today was not a good 


"We were going over tour dates," Tico chimed in. | finally looked over at Jon, who hadn't spoken a word since he 


sat down. He looked as if he was in his own little world, hardly paying any attention to his surroundings. 


Something's bothering him and | didn't have to think twice about what it might be. 
"Well, lets go over them again and pick out more areas." 


The day continued like that; Jon hardly speaking while me, Tico and David planned things out. | was relieved 
when Jon announced to quit and go home. | was the last to leave, David and Tico were already out the door 
before | even had my shoes on. Jon stood by me, leaning against the wall by the door. Turning to face him, | 
noticed him figeting, his eyes looking everywhere but in my direction 


"Jon, what the fuck is goin’ on with you?" | blurted out, not really needing to know the answer since | already 


knew what it was going to be. | just needed to hear it from him though. 


"Nothing Richie, l'm just not feeling well right now" His voice sounded weak, shaky, like he could hardly get his 
breath out. | walked over to him, cupping his face with my hands. 


"Hey, get some rest then alright?" | said, my eyes never leaving him. He finally looked up at me and | could 
have sworn that | saw fear shine in his deep blue eyes, but it vanished with a blink. 


"Yeah, I'll do that," he murmered, looking down at his feet once more. Turning away, | walked out of his house, 


to my car, and drove away. 


The ride home was filled with my stupid thoughts again. Not feeling well my ass! He's just actin’ that way 
cause he doesn't now how to react to what | said! Well hell, | probably wouldn't know what to do with myself if 
| was in that predicament either. It'd be nice to know how he felt though. What if he liked what | said? What if 
he's just afraid of admitting it to me? Ah fuck Sambora, your head's in the clouds if ya really think he'll like 
ya back! Wait... like me back? Ah hell, don't start feeling all lovey dovey about Jon now! 


| didn't even realize how much time passed until | was parked in my driveway. Groaning, | drapped my arms 
over the steering wheel and rested my head on my arms. | have no idea what I'm gonna do now, | thought to 
myself. I'm in deep shit and there's definietly no way around it. 


Acceptance Of The Truth 


| awoke with nervous knots in my stomach. How | slept was beyond my understanding. | could hardly keep my 
mind clear of thoughts about Richie. It's become an obsession now, one that needs to stop. Gotta keep yourself 


together Jon, don't let this shit effect yal But in truth, it does and it fucking sucks. 


Muttering nonsense to myself, | made my way downstairs, to the kitchen. | disgracefully stirred my just made 
coffee as | sat down on one of the stools positioned at the bar counter. Rubbing my eyes tiredly, | sighed. 
Today's a new day, make the best of it. Trying to follow my own advice, | drank every bit of my coffee before 


going back upstairs. 


Changing into my sweat pants and tank top, | checked myself in the mirror out of habit. My hair was 


disheveled from my major bed head, but | didn't care. Looks weren't the most important to me at the moment. 


Slipping my shoes on, | went outside, locking the door behind me. | started out in a light jog, gradually picking up 
speed as | neared 2 miles. All the while trying to enjoy the scenery, trying to enjoy the fresh air of summer 
swirling around me. It worked for a while, but then my damn mind decided to start thinking about Richie again. 


"Ugh!" | groaned out loud. "I can't catch a fuckin’ break! So what if ya like Richie?! So fuckin’ what! It ain't a bad 
thing, he's fuckin’ sexy as hell! Oh God, do ya even hear yourself Bon Jovi?! You're losin’ your goddamn mind!" 
By this point, | was out of the jogging mood, so | headed back home, eager to be laying on my bed. | couldn't 
wait To go wallow in my dispair. The way home was shorter, mostly cause | was in a sprint the majority of the 
time. 


Entering my house, | closed the door behind me, left my shoes by the coat closest and went upstair, to my 
bedroom. Collapsing on the bed, | steadied my panting, weary hands combed through my sweaty damp hair. 


Closing my eyes, | allowed my mind to wander, hoping to find peace. Richie's name echoed instead. 


"There ain't no gettin’ away from it," | muttered helplessly. "Just my fucking luck" He must have some kind of 
feelings towards me though, or he wouldn't have said what he said. And he did stroke my cheek and look at me 
with loving eyes when | told him | wasn't feeling well. Fuck, maybe he does really like me. | mean, he's so fucking 
gorgeous, who am | to deny that? And there's no denying our chemistry, that's for sure! With my thoughts 
leading me, | let my hands wander down, barely brushing the waistband of my shorts. Pulling them off slowly, | 
hissed as the cool air hit my bare exposed skin 


"Ohhh," | moaned as my hands snaked their way to my now aroused cock. | could just imagine Richie leaning 
over me as he did during the photo shoot, how his hands would pump me in a consistent rhythm. His voice, 
rich and deep murmuring sweet things in my ear, lips teasing the soft skin on my earlobe. His pace would 
increase then, driving me closer to the edge. l'm barely hanging on at this point, thrusting up with each stroke. 
Moaning Richie's name, | came in my hands, cum shot down my legs as well. Relaxing on the bed, | waiting until 


| had my breath back before propping myself up with my arms. 


There was no denying my feelings for Richie now. No point to fight against my urges, because | knew in the 
end, | wouldn't win anyways. As | washed my cum soaked hands in the bathroom sink, | looked at my reflection 
in the mirror. What stared back was enough to make anyone cry. | looked so miserable, so desperate, so 


scared. | looked quickly away, not bearing to look at myself any longer. 


"Fuck!" | cried out, tears welling in my eyes. Why'd it have to be Richie?! My best friend, my brother. Of all 
people, it was him who | deeply loved. Who would've thought that lead singer Jon Bon Jovi would fall in love 
with a man? | sure as hell didn't see it coming. And I'm sure Richie won't either when he finds out. Hiding my 
face in my soaking wet hands, | let out a shaky breath, tears spilling out as | sobbed quietly for what seemed 
like an eternity. My heart ached with fear and nervousness as my gut wrenching sobs tore through me. What 
if he doesn't like me back? What if he does? Then where do we go from here? As the last of my sobs died 
down, | took a moment to compose myself. | knew what | had to do, there was no doubt anymore and there 


was definitely no going back now. 


Confessions Of Love 


The phone rang, waking me up from my nap. 
"Hello," | said, voice groggy with sleep. 


‘Oh sorry Richie is this a bad time? | didn't mean to wake yal" Hearing Jon's voice instantly snapped me fully 


awake. My heart pounded franticly with anticipation in my chest. 
"It's fine Jon, what's up?" There was a short pause at the other end of the line. 
"Can ya come over? It would be easier to tell ya in person" 


"Sure Jon, I'll be right over." Hanging up, | slowly got out of bed, rubbing my eyes tiredly. Well fuck! He's 
probably gonna tell ya he doesn't wanna talk to ya anymore! Way to screw things up! After changing into new 
clothes and fixing my disheveled hair so that it looked somewhat presentable, | put on my cream colored 


sandels and made my way outside, hoping swiftly into my car. 


My stomach twisted in nervous knots as | drove to Jon's house; anxiousness and fear clouded any reassurance 
| had left. Okay Sambora, calm the fuck down before ya have a heart attack! Just wait and see what Jon says 
first. Maybe it's good news. Oh who am | kidding? My head's in the clouds for sure. 


By the time | made it to Jon's, | was a nervous wreak. | was on the verge of having an end of the world 
meltdown right there on the driveway. What a scene that would be! Once | made it to the porch, | rang the 
doorbell, my hands shaking intensely. He answered after the second ring. 


"Hey Richie," Jon spoke, his voice lightly quivering. 


"Hey Jon," | answered back, swallowing hard. Stepping aside, he allowed me to walk inside, shutting the door 
quietly as | passed him. Taking my shoes off, | looked over at Jon, not sure of what to do next. | mean, he was 
the one who invited me over to began with, so he should be the one taking the lead. He looked nervous; his 
hands figeted with his shirt buttons, his jean pockets..and he kept running his fingers rapidly through his wavy 
blonde hair. 


"You wanna go upstairs where we can talk more comfortably?" His eyes darted to my face, waiting for my 


reaction. 


"Sure, sounds good to me." Here goes nothin’. Following Jon, we made our way up the winding staircase and to 


his huge master bedroom. 


"Ya can sit on that chair," Jon said, pointing to the chair that was positioned across from his bed. As | sat, | 
watched Jon do the same. Now he really looks nervous. 


"So what did ya wanna talk about? | asked, quickly looking down to the floor. Ahh fuck! Please don't let what | 


said be the reason we stop talking! | couldn't bear to lose Jon! 


embarrassed about what | said? That he was extremely uncomfortable with it?! | clasp my hands together 
between my legs while trying to control my hyperventilating breaths. 


"| love you Richie.” A short nervous laugh escaped my lips. 


"Well | love ya too Jon!" 


ya" My head snapped up as Jon spoke, my eyes locking onto his. And here | was freakin’ out cause | thought 
Jon wanted nothin’ to do with me anymore. 


"Yes Richie, | do." | felt relieved. All this time of worrying and fretting was wasted. See Sambora, ya worry 


yourself too much! 


"Well I'm glad to hear ya say that, cause l'm in love with ya too," | replied, grinning with happiness. As my smile 
faded, my thoughts began to intervine. Now what will happen? Where does this leave us? Will we be an official 
couple? And what about the rest of the band? David and Tico sure as hell can't find out about this! 


"Hey Rich what's wrong?" | hadn't realized I'd been frowning with worrying thoughts until Jon's voice broke me 


out of my haze. 
"Ah nothin’, just thinkin" 


"Well come ova hear and think!" Jon said, patting the empty space beside him on the bed. | obeyed and walked 


over to where Jon was, moving swiftly until | was sitting beside him. 
"What are ya thinkin’ about?" 


‘Mostly about what happens next with us. Tico and David cannot find out about this Jon" | watched as Jon 
placed his hand on my thigh, rubbing it gently with his skilled fingers. 


"Don't worry Richie, everything will work out fine," Jon reassured me, leaning closer until his lips were inches 
from mine. Ah fuck! He's gonna kiss me! Sure enough, Jon's lips pressed against mine, his hand snaking their 
way around my head to grasp at my wavy hair. Well don't act like a damn idiot, kiss him back! Following my 
inner voice, | kissed Jon back, wrapping my arm around his waist as | did. | heard Jon moan softly against my 


mouth, his tongue gently touching my lips. Parting mine, | allowed Jon to slip his tongue into my mouth, our 


tongues began dancing. Pushing me down slowly, Jon rested himself on me, never breaking the kiss. It was my 


turn to moan as his hands slid up my shirt, fingers lightly pinching my hardening nipples. 


"Ohh Jon," | breathed, panting slightly as Jon moved the kiss to my neck, lightly biting and licking everywhere 
his lips touched. 


‘Ive been wanting to try somethin" he murmured close to my ear, his breath sounding husky with desired 
need. 


"Go ahead," | encouraged, my hands resting on his broad shoulders. Smiling, Jon lowered his hands until they 
reached to the waistband of my jeans. It didn't take an einstine to know what he planned to do next. Undoing my 
zipper, Jon quickly pulled my pants and underwear down, tossing them aside once they were completely off. He 
then kissed his way down my body, sucking softly before moving farther down. | watched his eyes dilate as he 
looked up and down my length with intense lust. | felt his mouth touch my cock, tongue brushing lightly against 
it. Just the feeling of his warm moist mouth was enough to shoot sparks down to my groin and | thrusted up 
with need. 


"Need you..want you," | moaned; breaths coming out in rapid pants, fingers digging harder into Jon's shoulders. 


"As ya wish," Jon whispered before taking me in slowly. Oh the feeling was incredible, almost unreal! | couldn't 


believe it was actually happening! 

"Fuck Jonny!" | groaned, thrusting to his pace. Bobbing his head up and down, Jon grabbed my cock and began 
pumping it rapidly. | felt my body ignite with heat, my climax boiled deep inside of me. | knew | was close but | 
didn't want it to end. With a few more strokes, | came with a cry, sticky cum exploding on his hands and on 
our legs. Moving back up, Jon pressed his lips to mine in a gentle kiss. 

"How was that Richie?" | looked up at him and smiled lazily. 

"It was great Jon, thanks." 


"You can stay here if ya like, | promise I'll let ya rest. Ya look worn out!" 


"Ha yeah, | am pretty tired. Man let me tell ya, ya sure can do one hell of a blowjob!" | saw Jon blush at my 
compliment as he handed back my pants and underwear. 


"Really? Well thanks. Its my first time ever tryin’ that with a man" 
"| would've never thought that. You're a pro Jon" Laughing shortly, Jon got up and headed for the door. 
| gotta go wash my hands and jog a bit so I'll be back later," he announced. "Try not to miss me too much!" 


"I'll try not to," | responded grinning as | fully clothed myself. 


Hearing the front door close as Jon left for his evening jog, | layed back down on the bed. Well this is fucking 
amazing. Now I'll never have to hide my feelings to Jon ever again. But now we gotta deal with piling secrets; to 
the press and to David and Tico. Nobody can know about me and Jon. And if anyone ever finds out, we're 


definitely gonna be in deep shit. 


An Evening Jog 


So it really happened. | thought | had dream't the whole thing at first, until | went back into the bedroom to 
get my socks and found Richie sprawled on my bed fast asleep. 


| smiled to myself as | made my way outside, beginning the light strides of my jog. All this time of paranoia, of 
fear and confusion were now lost in forgotten memories. We were truely lovers now; no more lies, no more 
secrets hiding our true feelings. Unlike my last jog, | was happy to think of Richie, happy to acknowledge that 
he is mine as | am his. But the big unanswered question still hung thickly in the air: What happens next? We 
can't talk to anyone about our relationship, not even to Tico and David, our two closest friends and band mates. 
They just wouldn't understand, wouldn't want to except it. They would probably even consider dropping out of 
the band, leaving all of our successes and memories behind, and | just couldn't bear to see that happen. Then 
there's the God awful press. That's a problem in itself; fooling them might be near impossible. If they ever 


found out, we'd be gone for sure. We'd be Bon Jovi no longer. 


| shook myself inwardly, picking up the pace of my jogging a little faster. Relax Jon, everything will work out 
fine! Ya got nothin’ to worry about! | wish | could feel comforted by my inner thoughts, but | was still in a 
worried mess by the time | got back from my exhausting jog. 


"IF it ain't one thing, it's another," | muttered to myself as | walked into the house. | was met by Richie who 
had just came through from the kitchen. 


"Hey Jon, | was just about to leave. Gotta go run some errands before | head home, thought I'd leave now so | 
can hurry and get them done." | was disappointed at this sudden news. Hell, | hardly ever see him outside of 
the band, and when it is outside of the band, everything musically gets in the way; writing lyrics and finding 
the right guitar cords to go along with the words. Hopefully now things will change in that department since 


we're lovers now. 


"Hey man, that's cool! Ya wanna stop by tomorrow then?" Richie gave me a warm smile before wrapping his 


arms around my waist. 


"That sounds great," he murmured in respond, leaning down to place a gentle kiss on my waiting lips. | wrapped 
my arms around his neck, eagerly throwing myself into the kiss, never wanting it to end. And when it did, he 
pulled away and headed out the door, waving to me as he got into his car. 


| felt a heavy loss surround me as he drove away from my sight; a sense of loneliness enveloped me. | never 
realized how much | missed Richie while he was gone until now. It just goes to show how much a care about 


him, how much | love him. 


Shutting the front door behind me, | walked into the living room and collapsed onto the couch. Shutting my 
eyes, | invisioned Richie; his every perfect, beautiful quality. | pictured his hands roaming my body, his touch 


sending electric currents throughtout every crevice, every spot of skin that was revealed. 


As my thoughts wandered, my tiredness overcloaked my awareness of anything. | headed off into a pleasant 
slumber, with happy ideas of what tomorrow with Richie will bring. 


Afternoon Fun 


| woke up late, 2:00 PM sharp. It was a bright sunny day in Jersey, exactly 80° outside. | knew right from the 
start that this was gonna be a great day. Getting up, | walked downstairs and made myself a cup of coffee. 


Smiling, | remembered the events that happened yesterday. | told Jon how | felt about him; | told him | loved 
him. And he told me the same thing, before giving me the best blowjob I've ever had in my life. It was 
amazing, spectacular. | never wanted it to end. The anticipation of seeing him again was overwhelming. | jumped 
when my phone rang; Livin On A Prayer played as the ringtone. 

"Hello?" | answered, my heart pounded frantically in my chest. 

"Hey Rich." It was Jon, 

"Hey Jon what's up?" 

"Can ya come over? I'm bakin cookies, figured you'd want some." He knows me so well 

"Ha sure, I'll be over in twenty minutes." 

Hanging up, | ran back upstairs and proceeded to putting on more presentable clothing. Looking at myself in the 
mirror, | ruffled my hair a bit, knowing Jon loved the more disheveled style. Putting my sandals on, | hurriedly 
rushed out the door, making sure to lock it before making a mad dash to my waiting Lamborghini. 

| was true to my word; exactly twenty minutes had past and | was parked outside of Jon's house. Alright 
Sambora, you can do this. Just stay calm. Wait a minute..what the fuck are ya doin? Quit actin’ like a baby 
and get your ass in there! Following my inner voice, | walked to Jon's porch and rang the door bell. He answered 


it in seconds. 


"Richie!" Jon exclaimed, his bright smile beaming at me. "Come on in!" | did as he said and entered his house. | 


heard the door close behind me and felt an arm wrap around my waist. 


"Is so good to see ya," Jon murmured, his lips at my ear. Closing my eyes, | let myself surrender to Jon's 


touch; losing myself completely to him. 


"Is good to see ya too Jon," | breathed back. "| missed ya" He laughed at that before letting go of the hold he 


had on my waist. 


"The cookies are almost done!" He announced, giving me his most charming grin as he walked into the kitchen 


After taking my shoes off and leaving them by the door, | hurriedly followed him. 


As | entered the kitchen, | was greeted by Jon leaning down in front of the oven, preparing to take the cookies 


out. God he was so hot, the way his wavy blonde hair hung in his face, the way his shirt rode up a bit, 
exposing some of his smooth, tanned stomach. He was mesmerizing to look at, so breathtakingly beautiful. 


Straightening up, he set the cookies on the counter, sliding them onto a plate. 


"They're ready!" He said, looking me and smiling again. Taking one, he walked into the living room, swaying his 
body in a way that was so damn sexy, | had to restrain myself not to tackle him right there on the floor and 
take him all the way. Making my way to the living room, | found Jon sitting lazily on a chair. Walking towards 
him | lowered myself until | was propped up on my legs, leaning close to him. Slowly, | undid his shirt, sliding it 


off of him with ease. 


He ate the cookie in silence, watching me the entire time. A few crumbs fell from his lips and rolled down to 
his chest. Bending down, | eagerly licked up every crumb, savoring the taste his skin brought to my tongue. 
Finishing the cookie, Jon brought my face to his, our breaths mingling, our eyes locking. Kissing him slowly, | 
inhaled his musky scent; could almost taste the chocolate chip cookie on his lips as we continued to move them 
against each other. It was sweet, almost breathtaking. Pulling away, | moved the kiss down; from the corner of 


his mouth to his exposed neck My cool breath glided over his skin, making him quiver. 
"Now Jonny, | wanna do somethin for ya," | murmured, my teeth lightly grazing over his soft skin. 


"Anything Richie, I'm yours," Jon breathed, wrapping his fingers tightly in my hair. | sighed with happiness 
before kissing his neck, lips moving delicately, seductively, as my hands lowered. He knew where my hands were 
going when | passed the waist band of his pants; his moans were a huge indication of that. Cupping his crotch | 
gave it a gentle squeeze, loving the way Jon bucked to my touch. Moving my hands back up slightly, | rubbed 
them aganist his waist band, brushing them slightly on his stomach, with my face buried in Jon's neck; tongue 
licking and teeth biting softly. Jon's head had fallen back on the chair, his eyes closed and lips parted in pure 
ecstasy. My fingers worked skillfully in pulling his pants down slowly; making Jon need and want it more. Trailing 
my hands back up his legs, | rested them on his thighs, teasing his groin by rubbing gently around that area 


"You're such a fucking tease Rich!" Jon breathed, his hands reached down to dig into my shoulders. 


"But ya love me anyway," | shot back, smirking deeply. Jon moaned his desire as my hands once again crept 
their way to his crotch. Squeezing lightly, | heard his breath hitch, fingers dug tighter in my skin. Wanting to 
satisfy him further, | pulled his underwear down and it joined his pants on the floor. Looking up, | watched Jon. 
Seeing him with his head tilted back, back arched, breathing hard through his opened mouth was enough to 
make me hard with need. Leaning down, | let my breath travel over the length of his cock, laughing quietly to 
myself as it sprang to life; waiting for me to pleasure it. Letting my lips touch the tip of his cock, | allowed for 
my tongue to glide across it. Jon's hands moved from my shoulders to my head as | slowly ran my tongue 


over his length, savoring his taste. 


"Ohhh God Richie!" Jon moaned, his hips bucked at my every touch. | smiled as | rested my hands on his hips; 
lips still teasing his cock by placing gentle kisses on it. 


his desire was reaching its max. | gave in to his pleading and took the head of his cock in slowly, allowing Jon 
to feel the sensations my warm moist mouth was giving him. His piercing cry of pleasure was enough to send 
stabbing sparks into my already aroused groin My desire increased immediately and | began bobbing my head 
up and down; slowly to build up his need. With each bob, | let my tongue slide out to lazily flick his tip; each 
time leading him closer to the edge. Grabbing his cock with my hand, | stroked in time with my rhythm, 
moaning deeply as | felt his pre-cum seep into my eager mouth. Reaching down with my other hand, | took off 
my pants and underwear and began stroking my own cock, feeling it twitch against my grasp. | gasped as Jon 
grabbed my hair tighter; his bucks turned more wilder, forcing me to bob and stroke faster. | could feel my 
orgasm boil inside me, making my whole body tingle and shake. | took him in deeper, until his cock hit the back 
of my throat. Moaning, | allowed for the vibrations to hit him. | felt his body tense, his voice at a cry as his 
orgasm exploded, shooting his cum into my mouth. His orgasm was enough to send me into a spiral of need and 
with a long drawn out moan, | came all over my hands and legs. Shaking from my orgasm, | collapsed onto the 


floor, my breath on overdrive. 


"That was amazing Richie!" | heard Jon announce; his voice sounding shaky. We locked eyes, smiling warmly at 


each other. 


"Come on," Jon commanded before rising from the chair, helping me up as he did. Leading me to the bedroom, 


he climbed into bed and got under the covers. | stood like an idiot by the doorway, not sure of what to do. 


"Well, what are ya waitin’ for? Come ova here!" Hearing Jon's words broke me out of the haze | was in and | 
subconsciously moved towards the bed. Crawling on, | got under the covers and moved closer next to Jon, 


wrapping my arm around his muscular chest. 
"Ya feel good Jonny," | murmured, resting my head against his shoulder. 
"You too Rich," | heard him sigh; breaths becoming deeper until sleep overtook him. Feeling the rise and fall of 


Jon's chest and hearing his welcoming slumber was enough to make me extremely tired and soon sleep 


overtook me as well. 


